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The Dutch Treat Club 


on the occasion of its Tenth Annual Explosion, presents this 
operetta of the Loose School. Believe us, we had one hell 
of a time keeping the cast together until to-night! During 
rehearsals they kept dropping off over the telephone like 
flies! The only one with a real excuse being good old Jo 
Chase, the faithful, who was obliged to withdraw on account 
of sickness, and whose company we missed. 

Deems Taylor, our new member, who has written the 
charming score, being misled by our fellow member, Werry, 
the Upstage Baritone, nearly got away from us! He was 
quietly laying down his music on the piano and had started 
to gumshoe out into the celebrated evening when we nabbed 
him—he thought, poor wight, that his job was finished when 
he had written his finale! As he so truthfully averred, 
“My music is lovely—what the more or less hell ?” 

Had it not been for Maestro William Efficiency Daly, the 
composer of other celebrated D. T. scores, the show would 
have gone to the hounds! Whatever pep is discoverable in 
the performance is due entirely to old Simon Legree Daly, 
the Terror of the Merry-Merry! 

We also take off our yachting cap to Ada Street, of whom 
Judy Street, the Traveling Man, is the husband, for read- 
ing Deems’s music at sight and dragging it bodily out of 
the Steinway for us in the absence of the composer ! 

Otherwise we are not grateful to anybody, with the pos- 
sible exception of Walter Hale, the etching war-correspac- 
tor, who dropped in at our request one evening and told 
us how good he thought we were going to be—we disre- 
member now exactly how good that was! You’ll see for 
yourselves, 





Synopsis of Opera 


HE first scene is laid quietly face downward in Egypt. 
Regular Egypt. Rameses, the Corktipped, is diseov- 
ered rolling his own. This sort of thing is not being done 
even in half-caste families like the Smokarols, let alone the 
Rameses Bunch. He is criticised by the Court. The Grand 
Vizier, Ramleh, decides to wean his master away from this 
terrible habit, even if he can only persuade old Ram to use 
Sweet Caporals. Meanwhile, his daughter, Anna Giros, has 
uncovered a plot. 

It seems that Fatima, the King’s favorite cucumber, has 
been approached and bribed by Murad the Monogramed, 
who is sore on Rameses for something or other that Ram 
said about Murad’s new Chevrolet, and as Fatima had been 
living beyond her station—she got off at 18lst Street and 
walked up three blocks—and needed the mun, she was eager 
to come to terms. She was to ply Rameses with Coco-Cola 
and find out in which pants he kept the keys to the Pyra- 
mids, and then swipe them. 

Murad’s plan was to open up a chain of cigar stores in 
the Pyramids, and Fatima agreed, for an extra box of Mo- 
guls and a souvenir silk rug, to lure Rameses down to one 
of the stores when they were opened, by walking backwards 
and making funny hips at him, and Murad was to sell Ram 
a box of “Camels” and refuse to give him a coupon, This 
would undoubtedly kill Rameses. 

The ingenuity of the plot was diabolical, but Anna Giros 
foiled the old conspirators by—well, it was the darnedest, 
eutest little foil—knowing the girl as we do, her three years 
before the mast, her many—Oh, pshaw! And what made 
it harder was the fact that she had to go on singing all 
through it—even when she was hiding in the olive jar— 
some. complicated little old opera! 





THE BREATH.OFSCANDAL 


The Cast 
CAPTAIN-BOTTOR shcsnves-0e .. August Hutaf 
CAIN DUA Dit eon ere nope enercid tandem John Barnes Wells 
OLE UIGS x. cueeaten er eeumutta as pi le Howard Chandler Christy 
LCi Cpe een ere are Pane OR rk GERAIE T Herb Roth 
WOMAN'S SPHERE. 2.245.054.0058 Paul Goold 
SPORTING: PAGE War dan teens Robert Wildhack 
ADVERTISING FAKE ........... Rea Irvin 
VLD SUBSCRIBER sc... ccresere Fontaine Fox 
WHALTHY CLUBMAN <...522. Arthur William Brown 
CATT POON. 4. sss tera ace ate veud el aatae Fred Casavant 
AO HOT BAT SEs yaaa ony arses aoe ore eto Jim Flagg 
POLY i tenesaoielege sage athe: ee Nes Miss Dorothy Meyers, 


of Gallup, New Mexico 


Scene: On Board the Geod Ship “Breakfast Food.” 
Time: Western Union. 


Scenery Especially Designed by Rube Goldbakst. 


Charles Hanson Towne, Bayard Vieller, Irvin 8. Cobb, Bill 
Walker, and Reinald Werrenrath are playing in the 
No. 2 Company, on tour through the provinces ~ 


Prologue 
Sung by David Bispham 


Good evening, gents! 
We’re just about to pull our show. 


What ho! member! O you guest! 
We'll give the magazine a rest. 


This year we swat the morning pape, 
And shake it roughly by the nape. 


If you don’t faney what we say, 
Why, beat it to the men’s café! 


What care we how crude we be: 
We’ve had a lot of fun, b’gee! 


So, sit up! Expression gay! 
Puff your Hoyo de Monterey ! 


Our play may be a trifle rade— 
You can’t say that about the food! 


Good evening, yents! 


iden! 
= 


The Breath Of Scandal 


Opening Chorus 


Words by Music by 
JAMES MONTGOMERY FLAGG DEEMS TAYLOR 


NC1 


SCENE: Main Deck of 5.5.“ Breakfast Food.” The ship is leaving, the sailis bellying out, the Captain is walking up and down 
on the bridge rubbing his hands together with satisfaction, and the Crew are leaning over the rail, waving farewell 
to the land. Band is playing, Everything bright and gay. 
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CREW: “Yoo hoo, Skinny! Don't forget to write.” CAPTAIN: *“Now, my hearties — Opening, Chorus:’’ 
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The Breath of Scandal 


CAPTAIN 
Now, you land lubbers! Get below—don’t stand around 
gapin’ like you was in the Metropolitan Musee—be off with 
ye! 
(CREW wander off, with the exception of CRIME and 
POLITICS, who crouch behind a bulkhead out of 
sight of the CAPTAIN.) 


CRIME 
(To POLITICS, rubbing his hands contentedly)—Well, 
guv’nor, youse didn’t lamp the Cap’n’s lady fren’, Scandal, 
among dose sailin’, did youse? We won’t have no fav’rits 
dis trip, I guess—damn her! 


POLITICS 
(Smiling with approval)—How did ye work it, me son? 
Ye didn’t have ter—(he makes a line across his throat)— 
did ye, ye divvle! 


CRIME 


Nix, guv’nor—no rough stuff! I put her on th’ track of 
a Sund’y school teacher over in Joisey, and she’s forgotten 
the boat has went! None of us stood a chanst w’en dat 
skoit was on board—we just got de leavin’s. De Cap’n can’t 
see nobody but her—you’d er thunk she was more impor- 
tant dan me, you would. But I double-crossed her fer fair! 


POLITICS 
Ye’r a clivver b’y, Crime! Shure, y’re th’ most importin+ 
wan on th’ ship—nixt to yer old father—so ye are! 


CAPTAIN 
(Hearing their voices and coming down from the bridge) 
—Crime! Politics! What are you dqing here? Go below 
an’ send Scandal up to me, ye loafers! 


CRIME 


Seandal? I didn’t see her come aboard, sir. Did youse 
want her dis trip, sir? 


CAPTAIN 
(Roaring)—Want her this trip! You son of a marine 
chef—of course, I want her this trip—every trip! I can’t 
live without her! 


POLITICS 
There, now, Cap’n dear, don’t take on so! The wench is 
likely somewheres below. I'll go down and find her for ye. 
You sing a song, now, while I’m a-lookin’, EXIT, wink- 
ing at CRIME.) 


CAPTAIN 
(Burying his face in his hands and sobbing.) I hope my 
darling Seandalina is on board! 
(Sings. ) 
(During song POLITICS RETURNS with CREW.) 


Re, Im The Captain - Editor Of This Ship 


Captain and Chorus 


Words by Music by 
JAMES MONTGOMERY FLAGG DEEMS TAYLOR 
Allegro 
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Im The etc. 3 


CAPTAIN 
(Looking at CREW and pointing at POLITICS)— 
Politics, where is Seandal? 
POLITICS 
Sure, Captain, I’m afraid she didn’t come on board! 


CAPTAIN 
My God! What’ll I do! I can’t stop the ship! We’ve 
gone to press! 
(Paces up and down, wringing his hands.) 
CARTOON 


(Leaning over the rail)—Hi! Captain, there’s a tugboat 
coming alongside! She wants to put a passenger on board 
of us 





CAPTAIN 


(Stopping in his walk and glaring at CARTOON )—This 
isn’t a passenger ship—tell him to go to hell! 


CARTOON 


(Leaning over the side)—Captain’s compliments, and 
will the gentleman please go to hell—what? (Turning to 
CAPTAIN )—It’s a lady—— 


CAPTAIN 
Could it be——? (Eacitedly rushing over to side with 
CARTOON)—Send the lady up at once! 
(A bag ané a parasol are thrown up onto the deck, and a 
moment later SCANDAL comes over the rail. 
She rushes to CAPTAIN.) 


SCANDAL 
Ed! Dearest Ed! 


CAPTAIN 
My Scandal! (They embrace.) Imagine my sailing 
without you!—I was distracted. 


SCANDAL 


(Looking around triumphantly )—Imagine the good ship 
“Breakfast Food” without Scandal :board! 
(Comes down stage and sings.) 
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Tempo di Velse 


Words by 
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Scandal Sit up 


CAPTAIN 
Cartoon, take Seandal’s bag to my stateroom! 


WOMAN’S SPHERE 
Of course, she always gets the best of everything! 


CAPTAIN 
(Bowing)—Madam, I am grateful for the compliment; 
believe me, them are comforting words to one who does not 
boast of being a ladies’ man! 
WOMAN’S SPHERE 
(Sniffing scornfully)—I ! Of course you put a nasty 
meaning to my innocent remark! 
SCANDAL 


(To CAPTAIN)—Ed dear! I’ve got a peach of a story 
to tell you 
(All look at SCANDAL in disgust.) 


CAPTAIN 
(Noticing CREW’S feelings) —Why shouldn’t she tell me 
a story, now? Come, my hearties; out with it! 
WOMAN’S SPHERE 


A story, yes. But a peach of a story is never one that a 
refined woman tells to one of the other sex—unless they are 
married! 








CARTOON 
The distinction is quite a smubtle one—if I may coin 
a word. 
POLITICS 
That’s it! Get married, and be as nasty as you like! 
CAPTAIN . 
If there are any kicks coming, don’t none of you amatoors 
butt in. DPve got Old Subscriber here for that purpose! 
OLD SUBSCRIBER 


Aye, aye, Cap’n! I sang this to your father forty years 
ago! 
(Sings. ) 


Them Was The Happy Days 


NO 4 ; 
Old Subscriber and Crew 
Words by Music by 
JAMES MONTGOMERY FLAGG DEEMS TAYLO: 
Moderato 
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Them Was The etc. 3 


OLD SUBSCRIBER 
Yes, Captain. Forty years ago, when you father was 
editor, he never would have allowed such a woman 
around 





WOMAN’S SPHERE 
—And furthermore, Captain, to be quite frank, the posi- 
tion of this woman on this ship is intolerable to the rest of 
us. I may add, cryptically, a mistress’s place is the home! 


SCANDAL 
No one ean say that about me! 


CRIME 
Prominent Sea Dog Leads Double Life! 


CARTOON 


You know the old phrase, Captain—those who go down 
to the sea with chips! 


CAPTAIN 
(Tearfully)—Ah, Crew, crew! Remember, you all had 
a mistress once! (Dramatically) —Where is she now? 


WEALTHY CLUBMAN 
Sounds like a bally popular song, what? 


CAPTAIN 

(Placing his arm around SCANDAL)—Come, love, we 
will go to my stateroom. You shall hold my head in your 
lap and read aloud to me one of Mitchell Kennerly’s publi- 
cations. And I have a large bottle of Forbidden Fruit. 
We will drink it out of my tooth brush glass! 

(EXEUNT together, through door marked “Captain’s 
Stateroom. Knock. Then Wait a Minute. Then Go 
Away.’’) 

CREW 

Hussy ! 

ADVERTISING FAKE 

My children, do not let that sight embitter you. There ¢s 
such a thing as purity in the world! I have a number of © 
marvelous tonics that are as pure as—— 


SPORTING PAGE 
—As Coles. Philips? 


ADVERTISING FAKE 


Ah, no, my dears—be reasonable! But very, very, pure, 
nevertheless. Let me tell you of some of my successes. 
(Sings. ) 
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Doctor Pratt’s Bullene. 3 


TIE 


A blue-eyed baby girl of two, named Lulu Postelthwaite, 
Of Sixteen Montcalm Avenue, Quebec, 

Had itched most fearfully for days, and weeks and months, 

and years; 

The place she itched the most was in the neck. 

She itched up in her nursery, she itched across the hall, 
She itched for sociability, and pay; 

Upon the Plains of Abraham she itched the most of all, 
Until her little playmate, Ruth, crawled up to her to say: 

Have you ever thought of trying ete. 





WEALTHY CLUBMAN 


That must be wonderful stuff! 
(CARTOON begins sketching AD. FAKE.) 


AD. FAKE 
It is, my boy, it is!—And no detention from business! 
(To CARTOON )—Cartoon, you’re sketching me! Don’t 
deny it, you wicked genius! (Bridles and curvets with de- 
light.) What’s it for? 


CARTOON 


It’s a little idea of the Captain’s. It’s a cartoon for to- 
morrow, showing the evils of patent medicine; he’s going to 
run it next to your ads! It’s an original scheme—pleases 
both the public and yourself. 


WEALTHY CLUBMAN 
(Looking at sketch)—What a jolly idea! 


CARTOON 
Why will you talk like an English Johnny? 


WEALTHY CLUBMAN 


I don’t know, except that it amuses Flagg frightfully to 
hear me do it. You really don’t mind, do you, old dear? 
(Hastily, as Cartoon makes a threatening gesture)—No-o, 
of course you don’t! It’s quite pathetic to see how it 
amuses the old juggins. 


SPORTING PAGE 
What’s your real name, old son? 


WEALTHY CLUBMAN 


O-o, I haven’t a real, telephone-book name. They use me 
when they cahn’t find out the real cove’s name. I might be 
a drummer for paytent leather boots, or a stinkin’ butcher’s 
assistant, or a golf pro it’s all one to the Captain. He 
calls me Wealthy Clubman. I’ve taken Tiny Tot’s place 
this season! The silly old public were, I mean to say, rather 
fed up on Tiny Tot 

(Sings.) 
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Music by 
DEEMS TAYLOR 


Wealthy Clubman and Crew 


Wealthy, Wealthy, Clubman 


Words by 
JAMES MONTGOMERY FLAGG 
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Wealthy Wealthy Clubman-3 


fT 


I’ve stolen eight girls from their mothers, 
And tacked them all down on my floor; 
And when I was caught by their brothers, 
I was bitterly crying for more! 
I’ve backed every sort of invention— 
I’ve taught a police dog to pant. 
I’ve done everything you can mention, 
And a whole lot of things that you can’t! 


Wealthy, wealthy clubman—ete. 


(To CARTOON)—Now tell me—I expect I shall inter- 
view you, old nephew, as you say. It’s a rippin’ idea, to in- 
terview an artist—the Captain will be pleased! Tl lay a 
monkey on it he will quite likely want to kiss me for it. 
Now tell me—I expect you have a jolly lot of artists for 
friends, what? 


CARTOON 


(Horrified)—Goodness, gracious, certainly mnot—the 
nasty, lewd swine! Give me nice, clean chauffeurs! 


WEALTHY CLUBMAN 


Extrawdinary! Do you employ naked young flappers to 
pose for you—for figgers of Uncle Sam, and Mr. Rocker- 
feller, and all that sort of bric-a-brac? 


CARTOON 


Oh, yes; indeedy! No matter what I am drawing— 
horses, tea-tables, polo players, fish, or anything—I always 
employ nude young ladies! I find it stimulating—lIt’s 
very amusing when a girl poses in the nude for you for the 
first time. I must find out if she has a good figure, so I 
look down her throat; and if it looks good, then I know 
she has a good figure. I show her into the dressing room 
and leave her, flat. In a few hours she comes out into the 
studio—— 


WEALTHY CLUBMAN 
—Stripped to the jolly periphery, what? 


CARTOON 
Like you said. The light blinds her at first, and she 
stumbles onto my lap. . . . I find I am completely 


tired out by the end of the day. 


WEALTHY CLUBMAN 


Thank you ever so much—I’m all of a flutter! It’s so 
exhilarating to interview artists. Now may I have a photo- 
graph of yourself? 


CARTOON 


I'll sing you one. 
( Sings.) 


The Black and White Cartoon 
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Words by Music by 
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The Black and White Cartoon 


OLD SUBSCRIBER 
I suppose you do appeal to a certain class of people, like 
night watchmen, and variety performers, and illustrators 
—people who can’t read! 


POLITICS 


What about Scandal, now? We can’t afford to be seen in 
such disreputable company. After election, I expect to hit 
the high places with the low people, but just now I gotta 
be damn careful to who—with to whom—which 


WEALTHY CLUBMAN 


We get you, Cyril! You are trying to say that before 
eleetion you must keep moving about in the open air; after 
the returns are in, it’s Pommery, chickens, and roundelays 
—and so to bed! 





CRIME 

Notorious Politician Found Murdered in Broadway 
Crawfish Chateau! 
WOMAN’S SPHERE 

Here, Crime, hold this yarn for me! 
(Hands him skein of yarn, which he holds.) 

CRIME 
I had a brudder one’t what used t’ do them t’ings. 


WOMAN’S SPHERE 


What things? Ah, you refer to the little bed jackets ’m 
knitting. How absurd! What became of the poor fellow? 


CRIME 


(In a low, shamed whisper)—He’s secretary of de navy, 
ma’am. 


(Loud shrieks of laughter are heard from the CAP. 
TAIN’S stateroom.) 
OLD SUBSCRIBER 
Women are gay receivers! 


WOMAN’S SPHERE 
Isn’t that outrageous! She’s telling him that peach of a 
story! It would have been a little more decent to tell all 
of us. 
SPORTING PAGE 
Oh, you women! One of you’ll be the death of me yet! 


WOMAN’S SPHERE 
What could be fairer? One of us was-the birth of you! 
Now go and scream the lining out of your lungs because 
some common mut is able to catch a little ball in aglove as 
big as a buggy cushion! 


SPORTING PAGE 


Ouch! T’ll behave. Let’s make up and sing a duet. 
(They sing.) 
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He Keeps You Out in the Open Air 


Duett: Sporting Page and Woman's Sphere 


N° 8 


Music by 
DEEMS TAYLOR 


Words by 
JAMES MONTGOMERY FLAGG 
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He Keeps You etc. 3 


Il 


S. P.: Well, forgive me for being sarcastic, my dear, 
But what about old Grantland Rice? 
W.S.: Why, if old, it would be rather mouldy, I fear, 
But if fresh, why, it sounds rather nice! 
S. P.: Now ean you with knowledge and truthfully 
Of batting averages speak? 
W.S.: My husband has done it consistently— 
His av’rage was just one a week! 


He keeps you out—ete. 


POLITICS 


We're all of a mind about this terrible, disreputable 
female ; she’s got to go! My son Crime tried, and failed to 
choke her off 





OLD SUBSCRIBER 
Is Crime your son, Politics? 


POLITICS 
Shure! Don’t you live in Noo York at all? Now, the 
Cap’n sets great store by Scandal. I reckon if anyt’ing’s 
goin’ t’ be done about it, it’s up t’? me. 
AD. FAKE 
Why, are you such an important person? 


POLITICS 


Didn’t ye know about me? Listen: 
(Sings. ) 


And Then You Come See Me 
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And Then You Come 


Tt 


Suppose you’d like the Governor 
To be your shofer-man ? 
Sure, I can fix it up for you 
If anybody can! 
Perhaps you faney playin’ golf 
In Woodlawn Cimitree? 
You merely get your check book out, 
And thin you come see me! 


Sure, nothin’ can happen widout me consint—ete. 


(To ADVERTISING FAKE)—So, ye see! Well, now, 
ve got an idee—— 
CARTOON 
Save it for the Christmas number! Then we'll have two. 
AD. FAKE 
What’s the other idea? 
CARTOON 
“Christmas in Many Lands!” 
POLITICS 


T’ve got an idee: Our genial friend, the floorwalker of 
the morgue—ould Advertisin’ Fake—has, no doubt, some 
deadly pills wit’ him. We could get the lady to tale a 
couple! 


WOMAN’S SPHERE 
Mercy! You aren’t suggesting mur ! 


POLITICS 


(Hastily putting his hand over her mouth)—Hush, 
ma’am, fer God’s sake! Don’t yell that word around so 
permiskus! 





CRIME 


Unknown Woman Found Murdered at Sea!—I’ll slit her 
windpipe, if youse’ll have me picter on the front page. 


SPORTING PAGE 


By the way, Crime, you ought to have had the whole 
front page for that little job you pulled off last Tuesday. 


CRIME 
I suppose I did oughter; but de Cap’n said it was just 
a staff affair. 
WOMAN’S SPHERE 
Oh, what was it you did? 


SPORTING PAGE 


Don’t you remember? He killed young Sky Line, our 
art critic, and Lieutenant Gassbumski, our war expert. 


CRIME 


Cap’n’s orders. He wanted to econermize—said dose de- 
partments came under my jurisdiction, or sumpin! We 
didn’t need ’em, see? I felt kinder sore at not gettin’ me 
mug on de front sheet. I’ tell youse about how I feel on 
dem t’ings. 

(Sings.) 
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Crime! I Am Deadly Crime!-3 


Ill 
Advertising slays! 


Extry! Extry! 


I don’t believe it helps a bit 
To shove a lady in a pit 
And dump a lot of rocks in it: 


It really hardly pays, 


These mad, unsettled days! 


Extry ! 


Extry! Advertising slays! 


There’s nothing much in shooting holes 
In French or Russians, or in Poles, 
Unless I see my picture in the papers! 


Crime! 


POLITICS 
Those sentiments do ye credit, son! 


CRIME 
As long as youse have me wid youse, I can’t see where 
Scandal comes in a little bit! 


WEALTHY CLUBMAN 
Right-o! She’s not; I mean to say, of the slightest im- 
portance to us. We are all of us deucedly more important 
—at least I know I am. (CREW jeers.) No, it’s not 
swank, not a bit of it! I don’t take one iota of credit to 
meself. My people, d’ye see, nurtured me with the sole 
object in view of my being exceedingly important—and 
there you are! 
SOCIETY 
(Who, up to this tume, had been asleep on a steamer 
chair, suddenly sitting wp)—F rank! Frank! 
WEALTHY CLUBMAN 
(Going over to her)—Society has been asieep. You poor, 
silly gel, whatever’s the matter? Have you been dreaming? 
SOCIETY 
(Rubbing her eyes dazedly)—Wasn’t Frank here? 


WEALTHY CLUBMAN 
Frank? Frank who, silly? 


I am deadly Crime !—ete. 


SOCIETY 
Frank Crowninshield ! 
WEALTHY CLUBMAN 
He’s not here, my precious unborn lamb! 


SOCIETY 
That’s very strange! I thought I saw him right here on 
deck, paying two hundred and fifty dollars to Cartoon for 
a drawing. 
WEALTHY CLUBMAN 
Nonsense, old dear, you’ve been dreaming! 
board. 


He isn’t on 


SOCIETY 
Oh! Then I shall go to sleep again. 


WEALTHY CLUBMAN 
No, you won’t. Here! (Takes her by the arm.) Get up 
now, and sing your little song. That ought to wake you up! 
(She rises.) 
SOCIETY 
(As WEALTHY CLUBMAN leads her forward)— 
Won’t I be interrupting the plot or something, old dear? 


WEALTHY CLUBMAN 
Never you mind the plot. There’s plenty of time for the 


jolly old plot—go on and sing! 
(SOCIETY sings.) 


pie I Am Society a 


Words by Societ . 
JAMES MONTGOMERY FLAGG y Music by 
Allegro DEEMS TAYLOR 
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I Am Society-3 


Ti 


Mister and Mrs. P. Tutwiller White 

Invite you to dine with them Saturday night, 

Though yow’re the last couple they thought to invite— 
And this is Just how it came out: 


Now young Artie Brown 


And his wife turned them down, 

And neither the Gibsons nor Prestons would bite, 
And neither the Rices nor Trumbulls would fall; 
And that’s how you got to be asked there at all! 


Society !—ete. 


(Music for Miss Meyers’ and Mr. Brown’s dance composed 
by W. M. Daly) 


WEALTHY CLUBMAN 

(To SOCIETY )—Now that you’re awake, we will go over 

to the Captain’s stateroom door. 
SPORTING PAGE 

And, for the love of the Giants, don’t anyone else bust 
into song until we have a little more of the plot! 

(WEALTHY CLUBMAN and SOCIETY tiptoe to CAP- 
TAIN’S cabin and listen at his door.) 
| SOCIETY 

(Giggling)—Isn’t this too lovely for words! I can hear 
everything they say! 

WOMAN’S SPHERE 
(Excitedly)—What are they saying? Tell us, dear! 
SOCIETY 

He’s saying, “I didn’t know love could be so wonderful!” 

WOMAN’S SPHERE 

Disgusting brute! Go on—what does she say? 

SOCIETY 

Well, she says, “You didn’t shave this morning, but I 
love it, Ed!” 

WOMAN’S SPHERE 

Oh, the depraved woman! Call her out! 

SOCIETY 

(Knocking at the door)—Miss Scandal! May I see you 
a moment? (Listens. To WOMAN’S SPHERE)—She’s 
coming! 

(SCANDAL ENTERS, smoothing down her skirt and 
putting stray locks back.) 

SCANDAL 
Have we been torpedoed by a 
SOCIETY 

Oh, nothing like that. (AD. FAKE motions to her to 
bring SCANDAL down stage.) Come and sit down, and 
talk to us. 

(They come down stage and sit down, SOCIETY sitting 
on one side of SCANDAL, and AD. FAKE on the other. 
WEALTHY CLUBMAN comes down and stands, legs 
apart, between AD. FAKE and SCANDAL. SCANDAL 
looks up at him, and around at the circle of faces.) 

WEALTHY CLUBMAN 

(Sparring for wind)—Lovely weathah, what? (Dead 
silence all around.) Not many wars for this time of year! 
No-o! 





What is it? 


OLD SUBSCRIBER 
(In a loud wisper)—That’s what he calls tact, the ninny ! 


WEALTHY CLUBMAN 
(To OLD SUBSCRIBER)—Yovw'll have me in a beastly 
funk if you spoof me! (To SCANDAL)—I’m going to be 
frightfully tactful. Now—here it comes! Have you any 
diseases ? 
SCANDAL 
(Indignantly)—Sir! 
WEALTHY CLUBMAN 
(Hastily )—There now, don’t be cross, old dear! I mean 
to say, have you any diseases that you don’t mind mention- 
ing—in congress assembled, if I may put it that way—any 
simple little warts, or tin-tacks on the livah. Even dear old 
Mater had a livah—she really had! 
SCANDAL 
Certainly not! 
AD. FAKE 
(Portentiously)—Madam, do you ever see large spots, 
like wheat cakes, floating before your eyes? 
POLITICS 
(Whispering to WEALTHY CLUBMAN)—Try her on 
kidneys and gumb’iles! 
CARTOON 
(To SCANDAL)—Well, do you feel any better? 
SCANDAL 
Of course I don’t feel better! How could I, if 
WEALTHY CLUBMAN 
There you are! You don’t feel any better! Then you 
need some medseen ; because, as a matter of fact, you should 
be feeling better all along. Now we are your friends— 
that’s understood—and we want you to feel better, so— 
(Turning to AD. FAKE) at this juncture I shall leave her 
in your rather unpleasant hands! 
AD. FAKE 
(To SCANDAL)—Now, madam, if you will stretch out 
here comfortably, take these tablets, and relax for a few 
moments, I’m sure you’ll 
SCANDAL 
I suppose, as you say, I ought to be feeling better. I'll 
do anything once! 
(She stretches out on the steamer chair, takes the tablets, 
and shuts her eyes.) 








AD. FAKE 
(Taking POLITICS aside)—She’s taken them! She'll 
be dead in two minutes. They were the most god-awful 
poison. Watch her: she’ll curl up like an anchovy, and bust 
all over the deck! 


POLITICS 
Glory be! Where’s me umbrella! 
(There is a long pause, ALL intently watching 


SCANDAL, to see what happens to her. She yawns, looks 
at her wrist watch, fusses with her hair, polishes her finger 
nails on her skirt, finally opens her cigarette case, takes out 
a cigarette, and lights it.) 


AD. FAKE 
(Nearly dropping with astonishment )---Good God! What 
manner of female is this! (Takes out his bottle of tablets 
and sniffs them. Shakes his head in bewilderment.) One 
of these tablets was enough to kill Hackenschmidt, Tom 
Jenkins and Aug Hutaf all tied together ! 


SCANDAL 

(Sitting up and calling wpstage)—Edward ! 
CAPTAIN 

(Coming downstage)—What’s the matter, dear? 
SCANDAL 


Come here a minute. I want to speak to you. 

(The CAPTAIN crosses to her and bends over. She 
whispers in his ear. As she does so, his face expresses 
astonishment. He looks around at the CREW, nods his 
head, and smiles.) 

CAPTAIN 
Oh, Crew! This is Scandal’s birthday! 


WOMAN’S SPHERE 
What a coincidence! It’s also Adam and Eve’s. 
CAPTAIN 
As I remarked, it is Scandal’s birthday, and she wants 
me to invite you all to drink her health in Forbidden Fruit. 
If you'll join us in my cabin 
(He waves his hand hospitably toward the cabin. CREW 
look at one another and slowly walk toward the door. 
EXEUNT into cabin. The CAPTAIN and SCANDAL 
stand aside until CREW are att inside, when the CAPTAIN 
suddenly shuts the door and locks it. Takes the key out of 
the lock and holds it up triumphantly.) 
So! They were trying to poison my one best bet, eh? 
The dogs! Ill put ’em in irons! 
SCANDAL 
(Laughing)—They were trying to, without a doubt! 
(Muffled shouts and thumps from the cabin.) 
CAPTAIN 
Shh! They’ll break out! Pretend it was an accident! 
(The door bursts open and the CREW tumble out.) 
(To CREW)—I’m awfully sorry, boys! The lock caught, 
or something 


Crew! 








CRIME 
(Sarcastically)—Oh, was dat it, Cap? We tought youse 
was tryin’ to double-cross us. So much obliged for de booze 
—we drunk hearty! (Menacingly)—Now, git wise, Cap! 
We don’t take no shine to your lady fren’. Dis tub ain’t 
big enought fer her an’ us at de same time. We tried to 
fix dis little matter up in a ree-fined manner, but de dame 
was too tough a citizen to use diplomacy wit’ 
CAPTAIN 
(Roaring)—What’s all this! 
Speak plain English! 





You mutinous hound! 


WOMAN’S SPHERE 
(Coming forward)—The time has passed for subterfuge. 
On behalf of the United Buttonhole Makers of Union 
Hill 





POLITICS 
(Interrupting)—It’s this way, Cap. As me son says, we 
don’t like your steady; an’ we tried, in a nice, quiet way, 
to 





CARTOON 
Captain, we are being contaminated ! 
off at Sandy Hook, or Glen Ridge 
SPORTING PAGE 
(Who has been whispering to CRIME)—Will you put 
her off, or not? 


You must put her 





CAPTAIN — 
T’ll have you all put in irons! 
WOMAN’S SPHERE 
(Affectedly)—You can’t do it without the consent of the 
Ironing Board! 


How dare you! 


CRIME 

(To POLITICS)—Pop, led a hand here! We'll hold the 
Cap’n. (They grab the CAPTAIN, and hold him. To 
CREW )—Now, some o’ youse chuck de dame overboard. 

CAPTAIN 

You fools! You don’t know what you’re doing! 
before it’s too late! 

(OLD SUBSCRIBER and SPORTING PAGE drag 
SCANDAL to the rail.) 


CRIME 
Over wit’ her, boys! 
(They throw SCANDAL over the rail.) 
(As they do so, the wind stops blowing, the sail hangs 
limp, and the sky darkens.) 
CAPTAIN 
See? See? What did I tell you? We’re ruined! 
POLITICS 
(Running over to ral) —Good riddance !—No, by gorry! 
There’s breakers ahead! Glory be, the Captain’s right! 
We’re ruined! 
(CRIME lets go of CAPTAIN, who rushes to the bridge 
and peers frantically around through his glass.) 
(Crew come downstage, sit in a semi-circle, and weep.) 
WOMAN’S SPHERE 
Oh, fools, blind fools that we were! We must have done 
the poor woman a grave wrong! 
(CAPTAIN, completely despairing, drops his head on 
the rail.) 


Stop 


CARTOON 

Yes. While she wasn’t strictly beautiful, there was some- 

thing essentially feminine about her. 
WEALTHY CLUBMAN 

Oh, I say, that’s a bit thick! I expect you’ve never heard 

of Colonel Mann. 
SPORTING PAGE 
I have only one regret 





CRIME 
What is it, bo? 
SPORTING PAGE 
That I shall go to the heavenly Polo Grounds without 
knowing how the game came out this afternoon. 


WEALTHY CLUBMAN 
it makes me jolly angry to think that in a few ghastly 
minutes my dear old saimon-pink lungs will be full of 
beastly salt water and minnows! 


(SCANDAL’S head, covered with seaweed, appears above 
the rail. The sun immediately comes out, the wind starts 
blowing, and the sal fills out again. The CAPTAIN sees 
her, and shouts for joy. The CREW hear him, turn arownd, 
and see SCANDAL.) 


ALL 
Scandal! 
(SCANDAL climbs on deck and shakes herself. The 
CAPTAIN rushes wp and embraces her.) 





SCANDAL 
Ed, darling! I had to come back 
CAPTAIN 
(Patting her)—Yes, dear, I know—— 
SCANDAL 


I had to come back.. I forgot to tip the bath steward! 
(CREW join hands and dance around SCANDAL.) 
(She sings.) 


37 


Are You Not Glad to See Me 


N912 


Scandal and Chorus 


Music by 
DEEMS TAYLOR 
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II 


A cuttlefish swam up and bowed politely, 
Said I looked just like his auntie Min! 

Just for that, he held me rather tightly, 
And slapped me with his other slimy fin! 

A school of sharks begged me to be their teacher ; 
A pair of English soles got on my feet. 

A swordfish followed, yelling, ““When I reach yer, 
T’ll take my sword and cut off your retreat!” 


Are you not glad to—ete. 


(As the CURTAIN starts to fall, a halloo is heard from 
the front of the house. The CURTAIN stops halfway.) 
SCANDAL 
Somebody’s coming on board. 


SOCIETY 
Isn’t that what they call an anti-climax? 
(ON THE AISLE rushes down the center aisle of the 
theatre and stops before the footlights.) 
ON THE AISLE 
Have they rung down the curtain? 


CAPTAIN 
Yes, once. What do you want? 


ON THE AISLE 
Don’t you know me? I’m On The Aisle, your dramatic 
critic. 
CAPTAIN 


You’re the new one, ain’t you? 


ON THE AISLE : 
(Climbing on to the stage)—Yes, I’m the new one every 
week ! 
(Sings.) 
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The Critic-3 


Il 


I say the show’s a big success, 
It’s eaught on like a fire. 
The theatre’s full of emptiness— 
You see that I’m a har! 
I say the show’s comedian 
Can beat Frank Tinney’s capers ; 
You find a sad and stupid man— 
To hell with all the papers! 


T’m on the Aisle—ete. 


CAPTAIN 
Well, what do you really think of this show—honest-to- 
God? 
ON THE AISLE 
Pretty punk. The lyrics are stupid, the dialogue worse, 
and the music is swiped note for note from Victor DeKoven. 
The scenery is shabby, your principals are unintelligent 
and worn-out hams, and your chorus would have turned 
Robinson Crusoe’s stomach—otherwise, it’s a magnificent. 
production ! 
CAPTAIN 
Do you know who is producing it? 
(Whispers to CRIME, who EXIT, and immediately RE- 
ENTERS with a stranger.) 


ON THE AISLE 
Yes. Some track-walker on the New York, New Haven 
& Hartford! 
CAPTAIN 
(Bringing stranger forward)—Do you know who this 
is? This is the producer, Mr. Shubert! 


SHUBERT 
I withdraw all my advertising! 


ON THE AISLE 
(As he faints in the arms of CRIME and POLITICS)— 
Ruined! 
ALL 


Seandal! Sit up! 
Just as if you didn’t want to hear! 
‘Now, stop pretending! 
Everybody’s sittmg up and pushing out an ear. 
Seandal! Sit up! 
Perhaps it’s all about a bosom friend. 
It may be something dreadful 
_About a neighbor’s bedful 
Anyway, it’s scandal, so you all sit up! 





(CURTAIN) 
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